Singing and dancing filled the Cantotoplis streets late that afternoon and the merry 
banners of the city dwellers flapped in the wind. The statue of Cantoplis the Great, outfitted with 
its very own military detail, towered in the sky, casting a huge shadow miles long and wide. 
Around it, traffic flowed, but drab it was not. It's trucks and transports were colored all the 
rainbow, and it’s magnificent floats, extravagant to the glitter, sparkled in the bright sun. 

But it was all an act, a sham, a procession of fake joy put on for the rest of the world. 
Canto knew this, his cowering advisors knew this, and to the last Imperfect, it was an all to true 
fact of life. Of course the reporters knew as well. But to reveal it, to speak out against him, Canto 
the Great and Magnificent, ruler of all his gargantuan nation, was begging for death. Of course, 
the transition had been hard, forcing all of North America under his rule, but now even the most 
uninformed knew with a cold certainty what Canto wanted them to: he was their only ruler, and 
they owed their lives to him. 

Take the people in the square, Canto thought, look at those poor creatures. They thought 
they were going free, released from his concentration camps at last. 

Fools. 

Even now, on a large flatscreen TV that took up an entire wall, Canto could track the 
flight of his napalm loaded fighter jets. 

Their target was so large, they couldn’t possibly miss. 

The UN, those pigs behind paper wouldn’t like it, Canto knew, but what were they gonna 
do? They’d already tried to invade him, what was it now, three times? 

They would squeal, but at the end of the day, he always won. 

At the thought, Canto smiled, his grin widening until his reflection in the polished glass of the 
skyscraper in which he stood looked inhuman. Pulling a beretta from his tailored tuxedo, he put a 
bullet in the glass. Then another. And another, wiping away his image. 

“Replace this glass.” He called out. “It must be defective.” 

His sniveling advisors nodded vigorously and practactily tripped over each other to call for the 
glazier. 

Canto stared down onto the parade, his eyes never wandering, expression cool, face set. 
He was anxious for the bombing to begin, but he would never show it. That just wasn’t Cato’s 
style. 


